186        THE STORY OF SWAMI RAMA
Mils, raised the dead, awakened the sleeping, unveiled
the fair faces of some and wiped the tears of a few
weeping ones. The bulbul and the rose both I saw and
I comforted them. I touched this, I touched that, I doff
my hat and off I am. Here I go and there I go, none
can find me.
I don't think now, as I thought then, that in this
paragraph he was forecasting in any sense his own
death. He was writing an article in his own style.
But it is remarkable that he should think of death;
he thought of it and there he died ! The thoughts of
death crowding on him in these days, the languor of
his sad mind, all tend to show the depression that
was on him, which neither I nor any one else had
the insight to diagnose, far less to cure.